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P R O L O G U E. 


Written by Mr. GARRICK. 

Spoken by Mrs. Bulkelv. 

y//0’ I'm a female, and the, rule is evert 
For us, in Epilogue, to beg your favour , 

Tet now 1 take the lead — and, leaving art •» 

And envy to the men — with a warm heart, C 

A woman here I come— to take a woman's part. J 
No little jedioufies my mind perplex, 

I come, the friend and champion of my fex-. 

I'll prove, ye fair, that let us have our fwing, 

We cm, as well as men, do any thing 
Nay, better too, .perhaps— for now and then, 

! The/e- times produce Jome bungling among men , 

In fpite of lordly wits —with force and eafe. 

Can’t we write plays, or damn 'em, if we plcafe? 
The men, who grant not much, allow us charms— 
Are eyes, (hopes, dimples, then, our only arms'? 
t T o rule this man our fex dame Nature teaches -, A 
Mount the high horje we can r and make longfpeecbes 
Nay, and with dignity, fame wear the breeches J 
And why not wear ’em ? — We Jhall have your votes a 
While fome of f other fex wear petticoats. 

Did not a Lady Knight, late Chevalier, * 

A brave, fmart foldier to your eyes appear ? 

Hey ! prefto ! pafs ! his fword becomes a fap, 

A comely woman rifing from the man. 
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- PROLOGtlk rr 
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The French their Amazonian maid invite — "} 

She goes — alike well /kill'd to talk or Write , > 

Dance, ride , negociate , fold, ccqet, or fight , J 

If /he /hould fet her hea>t upon a rover. 

And he prove fal/e , /he'd kick her faithlefs lover. 

The Greeks and Romans own our bbundlefs claims 
The Mu/es, Graces, Virtues, Fortune, Fame , 

Wi/dom and Nature too , they women call j 1 
With this Jweet flatc’ry — yet they mix fome gall— t 
* Twill out — the Furies too are females all. j 
The pow’rs of Riches, Pbyfic, War , and Wine, 

Sleep, Death, and Devils too— are mafeuline. 

Are we unfit to rule ? — a poor fuggejlion ! 

Auftria and Ruffia an/wer well that quejlion. i. 
If joy from fenfe and matcblefs grace arife , ' 

With your own treafure, Britons, bleft your eyeii 
If /uch there are— fur e, in an bumbler Way, 

The fex, without much guilt, may write a play : 

That they’ve done nobler things, there’s no denial } . . 
With all your judgment, then, prepare for trial — * 
Summon your critic pow’rs, your manhood fummort , 

A brave man will protett, not hurt a woman > 

Let us wi/h modeftly to /hare with men. 

If not the force, the feather of the pen.* 
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EPILOGUE. 


Written by Mr. GARRICK. 

Spoken by Mr. Lee Lewes. 

J Muft , will J peak — I hope my drejs and air 
Announce the man of fajhion , and no player j 
‘The' gentlemen are now forbid the fcenes, 

Yet have I rujh'd thro' heroes , kings, and queens ; 
ftefolv'd , in pit > to this polijh’d age. 

To drive thefe ballad-heroes from the ftage— 

“ To drive the deer with hound and horn , 

“ Earl Percy took b ; s way •, 

“ The child may rue , that is unborn , 

“ The hunting of that day." 

A pretty bafts, truly, for a modern play / 

What ! Jhall a fcribbling, fenfelefs woman dare 
To your refinements offer fuch coarfe fare ? 

Is Douglas, or is Percy, fir'd with paffton. 

Ready for love or plory, death to dajh on, 

Fit company for modern Jl ill life men of fafhion ? 

Such madnefs will our hearts but flightly graze, 

We've no fuch frantic nobles now a days. 

Heart firings, like fiddle- firings, vibrate no tone, 
Unlefs they're tun'd in perfect unifon j 
And youths of yote, with ours can ne'er agree — 
They're in too (harp, ours in too flat a key. 

Could we be'icve old Jlories, thofe Jlrange fellows 
Married for Jove— could of their wives be jealous — 

Hay, 


EPILOGUE. 


Nay, conftant to 'em too — and, what is worje , 

7 he vulgar Jouls thought cuckoldom a curfe. 

Moft wedded pairs had then one purfe, one mind. 

One bed too— Jo prepofteroufty kind — 

From Jucb barbarity (thank heav’n) we’re mucl\ 
refin’d. 

Old fangs their happinejs at home record. 

From home they Jep' rate carriages abhorr’d — 

One horfe ferv'd both — my lady rode behind my lord. 
’T was death alone could fnap their bonds afunder— 
Now tack'd Jo fiightly, not to /nap’s the wonder. 
Nay, death itfelf could not their hearts divide , 

They mix’d their love with monumental pride. 

For, cut in fione, they fiill lie fide by fide. 

But why tbefe gothic anceftors produce ? 

Why fcour their rufty armours ? What’s the ufe? 
'Twould not your nicer optics much regale. 

To fee us beaux bend under coats of mail ; 

Should we our limbs with iron doublets bruife. 

Good heav'n ! how much court -plaifier we Jhould 
We wear no armour now — but on our Jhoes. 

Let not with barbarifm true tafte be blended. 

Old vu'gar virtues cannot be defended. 

Let the dead reft — we living can’t be mended. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

The French Drama, founded or, <h« famous 
old Story of Raoul de Coucy, fuggefted to tb£ 
Author i'ome Cireumftanccs in, the, former p.at.6 of 
this Tragedy. 
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PERCY, 

A TRAGEDY*. 


A G T I. 


SCENE, A Gothic Hull. 

Enttr EDric and Birth a. 

B I R T H A. 

HAT may this mean ? Earl Douglas has 
injoin’d thee 

To meet him here in private ? 

E d r i c. 

Yes, my filler, 

And this injundlion I have oft receiv'd ; 

But when he comes, big with fome painful fecrer. 
He ftarts, looks wild, then drops ambiguous hints. 
Frowns, hefitatcs, turns pale, and fays ’twas nothing; 
Then feigns to fmile, and by his anxious care 
To prove himfclf at eafe, betrays his pain. 

B B I R T H A. 
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PERCY. 


Birtha, 

Sint* my Ihort fojourn here. I’ve mark’d this Earl, 
And tho’ the ties of blood unite us clofely, 

1 (hudder at his haughtinefs of temper. 

Which not his gentle wife, the bright Elwina, 

Can charm to reft. Ill are their fpirits pair’d. 

His is the feat of frenzy, her’s of loftnefs, 

His love is tranfport, her’s, is trembling duty. 
Rage in his foul is as the whirlwind fierce, 

While her’s ne’er felt the pow’r of that rude paffion. 

Edric, 

Perhaps the mighty foul of Douglas mourns, 
Becaufe inglorious love detains him here. 

While our bold knights, beneath the Chriftian 
ftandard, 

Prefs to the bulwarks of Jerufalem. 

Birtha. 

Tho’ every various charm adorns Elwina, 

And tho’ the noble Douglas doats to madnefs. 

Yet fome dark myftery involves their fate : 

The canker grief devours Elwina’s bloom. 

And on her brow meek refignation fits, 

Hopelds, yet uncomplaining. 

Edric. 

’Tis moft ftrange. 

Birtha. 

Once, not long fince, fhe thought herfelf alone ; 
’Twas then the pent-up anguilh buift its bounds ; 
With broken voice, clafped hands, and ftreacning 
eyes, 

She call’d upon her father, call’d him cruel. 

And faid her duty claim’d far other rccompence. 

Edric. 
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EDRIC. 

Perhaps the abfence of the good Lord Raby, 
Who, at her nuptials, quitted this fair cafile, 
Refigning it to her, may thus afflitft her. 

Haft thou e’er queltion’d her, good Birtha ? 

B I R T H A. 

Often t 

But hitherto in vain, and yet Ihe Ihews mo 
Th’ endearing kindnefs of a filter’s love } 

But if J fpeak of Douglas— 

v E D R IX. 

See ! he comes. 

It would offend him Ihou’d he find you here. 

Enter Douglas. 

How ! Edric and his filter in clofe conference ? 

Do they not feem alarm’d at my approach ? 

And fee, how fuddcnly they part ! Now, Edric, 

[Exit Birtha . 

Was this well done ? or was it like a friend, 
When I defir’d to meet thee here alone, 

With all the warmth of trufting confidence, 

To lay my bofom naked to thy view, 

And ihew thee all its weaknefs, was it well 
To call thy filter here, to let her witnefs 
Thy friend’s infirmity ? — perhaps tQ tell her r 

E p R i c. 

My lord, I nothing know ; I came to learn. 
Douglas. 

Nay then thou dolt fufpeft there's fomething 
wrong ! 

B 2 Edric. 


Digitized by Google 


4 


PERCY. 


E D R I C.’ 

If we were bred from infancy together, 

If I partook in ail thy youthful griefs. 

And every joy thou knew’ll was doubly mine; 
Then tell me all the fecret of thy foul : 

“ Or have thefe few (hort months of feparation, 

“ The only abfence we have ever known, 

“ Have thefe fo rent the bands of love afunder, 

“ That Douglas Ihould dillruft his Edric’s truth ?” 

Douglas. 

My friend, I know thee faithful as thou’rt brave, 
And 1 will trull thee — but not now, good Edric, 
’Tis.paft, ’tis gone, it is not worth the telling, 
’Twas wrong to cherifh what difturb’d my peace ; 
I’ll think of it no more. 

Edric. 

Tranfporting news! 

I fear’d fome hidden trouble vex’d your quiet. 

In fecret I have watch’d- • 

Douglas. 

Ha! watch’d in fecret? 

A fpy ? employ’d, perhaps, to note my aftions ? 
What haye I laid ? Forgive me, thou art noble : 
Yet do not prefs me to difdofe my grief. 

For when thou know’ll it, I perhaps lhall hate 
thee 

As much, my Edric, as I hate myfelf 
For my fufpicions, I am ill at eafe. 

Edric. 

How will the fair Elwina grieve to hear it ! 




Doug 
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D O U O L A S. v 


Hold, Edric, hold — thou haft touch’d the fatal 
ftring 

That wakes me into madnefs. Hear me then, 
But let the deadly fecret be fecur’d 
With bars of adamant in thy clofe bread. 

Think on the curfe which waits on broken oaths ; 
A knight is bound by more than vulgar ties. 

And perjury in thee were doubly damn’d. 

Well then, the king of England — 

Edric. 


From diftant Paleftine. 


Is expected 


Douglas. 

Forbid it, heaven. 

For with him comes — 


Edric. 

Ah ! who ? 

D O U G L A S. 

Peace, peace. 

For fee Elwina’s here. Retire, my Edric ; 

When next we meet thou ihalt know all. Farewel. 

[Exit Edric. 

Now to conceal with care my bofom’s anguilh. 
And let her beauty chafe away my forrows ! 

Yes, I wou’d meet her with a face of fmiles — 

But ’twill not be. 


Enter 
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Enter Elwiiu, 

. E l w I N A. 

Alas, *tis ever thus ! ■ 

Thus ever clouded is his angry brow. ( Afidt . 

Douglas. 

I were too bled, Elwina, cou’d I hope 
You met me here by choice, or that youb bofom 
Shar’d the warm tranlports mine mult ever feel 
At your approach. 

Elwina. 

My lord, if I intrude. 

The caui'e which brings me claims at lead for- 
givenefs : 

I fear you are not well, and come, unbidden, 
Except by faithful duty, to enquire. 

If haply in my power, my little power, 

I have the means to minifter relief 
To your affliction ? 

Douglas. 

What unwonted goodnefs ! 

O 1 were bled above the lot of man, 

If tendernefs, not duty, brought Elwina; 

Cold, ceremonious, and unfeeling duty. 

That wretched fubditute for love : But know. 
The heart demands a heart ; nor will be paid 
With lefs than what it gives. E’en now, Elwina, 
The glidening tear dands trembling in your eyes 
Which cad their mournful fweetnefson the ground. 
As if they fear’d to raife their beams to mine. 

And read the language of reproachful love. 

Elwina. 
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ELWINA. 

My lord, I hop’d the thoufand daily proofs 
Of my obedience 

Douglas. 

Death to all my hopes ! 

Heart rending word ! obedience ? what’s obe- 
dience ? 

’Tis fear, ’tis hate, ’tis terror, ’tis averfion, 

’Tis the cold debt of oftentatious duty. 

Paid with infulting caution, to remind me 
How much you tremble to offend a tyrant 

So terrible as Douglas. — “ O Elwina 

“ While duty meafures the regard it owes, 

“ With fcrupulous precifion, and nice juftice, 

“ Love never reafons, but profufely gives, 

“ Gives like a thoughtlefs prodigal its all, 

“ And trembles then, left it has done too little.” 

Elwina. 

Indeed I’m mcft unhappy that my cares. 

And my lolicitude to pleafe, offend. 

Douglas. 

True tendernefs is lefs folicitous, 

Lefs prudent and more fond ; th’ enamour’d heart 
Confcious it loves ; and blett in being lov’d, 
Rcpoles on the obje<a it adores, 

And trufts the paflion it infpires and feels. — 
Thou haft not learnt how terrible it is 
To feed a hopelefs flame. — But hear, Elwina, 
Thou moll obdurate, hear me. 

Elwina; 

Say, my lord. 

For your own lips fhall vindicate my fame, 

; Since 
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Since at the altar I became your wife ; 

Can malice charge me with an aft* a word, 

I ought to blufh at ? Have I not ftill liv’d 
As open to the e ye of obfervatioft, 

As feariefs innocence (hou'd ever live ? 

I call attefting angels to be withefs, 

If in my open deed, or fecret thought, 

My conduft, or my heart, they’ve ought difcefn*d 
Which did not emulate their purity, 

Douglas. 

This vindication e’er you were accus’d, 

“ This warm defence, repelling all attacks 
“ E’er they are made, and conltruing calual words 
“To formal acculations, truft me, Madam’* 
Shews rather an alarm’d and vigilant fpirit. 

For ever on the watch to guard its fecret. 
Than the lwcet calm of feariefs innocence, 

Who talk’d of guilt ? Who tcftified fufpicion ? 

EtWIS A. 

Learn, Sir, that virtue, while ’tis free from blartie, 
Is modeft, lowly, meek, and unafluming ; 

Not apt, like fearful vice, to Ihield its weaknefs, 
Beneath the fiudied pomp of boaftful phrafe. 
Which fwclls to hide the poveny it fhelters ; 

But when this virtue feels itlclf iufpe&ed, 

Infulted, fee at nought, its whitenefs ftain’d, . 

It then grows proud, forgets its humble worth, 
And rates itfelf above its real value. 

Douglas. 

I did not mean to chide 1 But think, O think. 
What pangs muft rend this fearful, doating heart. 
To fee you fink impatient of the grave. 

To feel, diftratting thought, to feel you hate me ! 

E l w i n a. 
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Elw i n a. 

What if the (lender thread by which I hold 
This poor precarious being foon mult Break; 

Is it Elwina’s crime, or heav’n’s decree ? 

Yet I (hall meet, I truft, the king of terrors, 
Submidive and refign’d, without one pang, 

One fond regret at leaving this gay world. 

Douglas; 

Yes, Madam, there is one, one man ador’d, 

For whom your dghs will heave, your tears will 
flow. 

For whom this hated world will (till be deaf, 

For whom you (till wou’d live——— 

E l w I N A. 

Hold, hold, my lord. 

What may this mean ? 

Douglas. 

Ah ! I have gone too far. 

What have I faid ? — Your father, fure, yotlf 

father. 

The good Lord Raby may at lead expedt 
One tender figh. t 

E l w I N A, 

Alasj my lord, I thought 
The- precious incenfe of a daughter’s fighs 
Might rife to heav’n, and not offend its ruler. 

Douglas. 

*Tis true ; yet Raby is no more belov’d 
Since he beltow’d his daughter's hand on Douglas: 
That was a crime the dutiful Elwina 

C Can 
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PERCY. 


Can never pardon •, and believe me, Madam, 

My love’s l'o nice, fo delicate my honour, 

I am alham’d to owe my happinefs 

To ties which make you wretched. [ Exit Douglas. 

E L W I N A. 

Ah ! h.ow’s this ? 

Tho’ I have ever found him fierce and rafli, 

Full of obfcure furmift-s, and dark hints, 

Till now he never ventur’d to accufe me. 

Yet there is one, one man belov’d, ador’d, 

For whom your tears will flow — thefe were his 
words — 

And then the wretched fubterfuge of Raby— 

How poor th’ evafion !*— But my Biriha comes. 

Enter Butha, 

B i r t h a. 

Crofling the Portico I met Lord Douglas, 
Diforder’d were his looks, his eyes Ihot fire ; 

He call’d upon your name with fuch diftraclion, 

I fear’d fome fudden evil had befall’n you. 

£ t w I N A. 

Not fudden j no, long has the ftorm been ga- 
thering, 

Which threatens fpeedily to buift in ruin, 

On this devoted head. 

Birtha. 

I ne’er beheld 

Your gentle foul fo ruffled, yet I’ve mark’d you, 
While others thought you happieft of the happy, 
Bleft with whate’er the world calls great, or good. 

With 
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With all that nature, all that fortune gives, 

I’ve mark’d you bending with a weight of forrow. 

E L W I N A. 

O I will tell thee all ! thou cou’dft not And 
An hour, a moment in Elwina’s life. 

When her full heart fo long’d to eafe its burthen, 
And pour its forrows in thy friendly bofom : 

Hear then with pity, hear my tale of woe. 

And, O forgive, kind nature, filial piety. 

If my prefumptuous lips arraign a father! 

Yes, Birtha, that beiov’d, that cruel father. 

Has doom'd me to a life of hopelefs anguifli. 

To die of grief e’er half my days arc number’d. 
Doom’d me to give my trembling hand to Douglas, 
’Twas all I had to give, my heart was-— Percy’s. 

Birtha. 

What do 1 hear ? 

E L W I N A. 

My mis’ry, not my crime. 

Long fince the battle ’twixt the rival houfes, 

Of Douglas and of Percy, for wliofe hate 
This mighty globe’s too fmall'a Theatre, 

One fummer’s morn my father chas’d the Deer. 

On Cheviot Hills, Northumbria’s fair domain.— - 

Birtha. 

On that fam’d fpot where firft t;he feuds com- 
menc’d 

Between the Earls ? 


C 2 


Eiwina. 
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Eiwina. 

The fame. During the chace, 
Some of my father’s knights receiv’d an inl'ult 
From the Lord Percy’s hcrdfmen, ehurlilh foreders, 
Unworthy of the gentle blood they ferv’d. 

My father, proud and jealous of his honour, 
(Thou know’ft the fiery temper of our Barons) 
Swore that Northumberland had been concern’d 
In this rude outrage, nor wou’d hear of peace. 

Or reconcilement which the Percy offer’d ; 

But bade me hate, renounce, and banifh him. 

O ! ’twas a taflc coo hard for all my duty, 

I ftrove, and wept, I drove — but dill 1 lov’d. 

BlRTHA. 

Indeed ’twas mod unjud ; big fay what follow’d ? 
E L W I N A. 

Why fliou’d I dwell on the difadrous tale ? 
Forbid to lee me, Percy foon embark’d, 

With our great king againd the Saracen. 

Soon as thejarring kingdoms were at peace, 

Earl Douglas, -whom till then I ne’er had feen. 
Came to this cadle ; ’twas my haplefs fate 
To pleale him. — Birtha ! thou can’d tell what 
follow’d : 

But who (hall tell the agonies I felt ? 

My barbarous father forc’d me to difTolve 
The tender vows himfelf had bid me form — 
He dragg’d me trembling, dying, to the altar, 

I figh’d, I druggled, fainted, and complied. 


Birtha. 


Did Douglas know a marriage had been once 
Propos’d ’tvvtxi you and Percy ? 


El- 



PERCY. 
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•Elwika. 

If he did. 

He thought, like you, it was a match of policy. 
Nor knew our love furpafs’d our father’s prudence. 

B I R T H A. 

Should he now find he was the indrument 
Pf the Lord Raby ? s vengeance ? 

E l w I N A. 

’Twere mod dreadful! 

My father lock’d this motive in his bread. 

And feign’d to have forgot the Chace of Cheviot. 
Some moons have now completed their flow courfe 
Since my fad marriage. — Percy dill is abfent. 

Birthj, 

Nor wilj return before his fov’reign comes. 

E L W I N A. 

Talk not of his return ! this coward heart 
Can know no thought of peace but in his abfence.' 
How, Douglas here again ? fome frefli alarm ! 

Enter Douglas, agitated, with letters in 
bis band. 

Douglas. 

Madam, your pardon 


El- 



PERCY. 




Elwisa. 

What difturbs my lord ? 
Douglas. 

Nothing. — Difturb ? I ne’er was more at eafe. 
Thefe letters from your father give us notice 
He will be here to-night •, — He further adds 
The king’s each hour expedted. 

E L w 1 N A. 

How ? the King ? 

Said you the king ? 

Douglas. 

And ’tis Lord Raby’s pleafure 
That you among the foremoft bid him welcome. 
You mult attend the court. 

E l w I N A. 

r r r 

' Mufti, my lord? 
Douglas. 

Now to obferve how fhe receives the news ! 

(AJide. 

E L W I N A. 

I muft not, — cannot. — By the tender love 
You have fo oft profefs’d for poor Elwina, 
Indulge this one rcqueft-— O let me ftay ! 

Douglas. 

Enchanting founds ! fhe does not wilh to go— 

(A fide. 

E L- 






PERCY. 15 

E L W I N A. 

The buttling world, the pomp which waits on 
greatnefs, 

111 fuits my humble, unambitious foul 5 — 

Then leave me here, to tread the I'afer path 
Of private life, here, where my peaceful courfe 
Shall be as filcnt as the (hades around me ; 

Nor (hall one vagrant with be e’er allow’d 
To flay beyond the bounds of Raby Cattle. 

DououS, 

O mufic to my ears l ( Afide .) — Can you refolvc 
To hide thofe wondrous beauties in the (hade. 
Which rival kings wou’d cheaply buy with empire ? 
Can you renounce the pleafures of a court, 

Whole roofs refound with minftrelfy and mirth ? 

Elwika. 

My lord, retirement is a wife’s belt duty, 

And virtue’s fafeft Ration is retreat. 


Douglas. 

My foul’s in tranfports ! ( Afide .) — But can you 
forego 

What wins the loul of woman— admiration ? 

A world, where charms inferior far to yours. 

Only prclume to (hine when you are abfent ? 

Will you not long to meet the public gaze ? 

Long to eclipfe the fair, and charm the brave ? 


E L W I N A. 


Thefc are delights in which the mind partakes 


not. 


Douglas. 
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Douglas. 

I’ll try her farther. ( Afide ) 

(Takes her band, andlooksftedfajllyatberasbe /peaks.) 

But reflect onfce more; 

When you (hall hear that England’s gallant peers; 
F refit from the fields of war, and gay with glory. 
All vain with conqueftj and elate with fame, 
When you (hall hear thcfe princely youths contend; 
In many a tournament for beauty’s prize ; 

When you (hall hear of revelry, and mafking* 

Of mimic combats, and of fcftitre halls. 

Of lances fhiver’d in the caufe of love. 

Will you riot then repent, then with your fate. 
Your happier fate had till that hour referv’d yod 
For fome plum’d conqueror ? 

E t w I N A. 

. My fate, my lord> 

Is how bound up with yours, 

Douglas. 

Here let me kneel 

Yes, I will kneel, and gaze, and weep, arid wonder ; 
Thou paragon of goodnefs! — pardon, pardon, 

(KiJJes btr hand.) 

I am convinc’d — I can no longer doubt, 

Nor talk, nor hear, nor reafon, nor reflect. 

— I muft retire, and give a loofe to joy. 

[£»/ Douglas. 

Birtha i 

The king returns. h 
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P * E K C Y. 
Eiwika, 

And with him Percy comes I 

\ 

B I R T H A. 

iTou needs muft go. 

E l w I N A. 

Shall I folicit ruin. 

And pull deftruflion on me ere its time ? 

I, who have held it criminal to name him ? 

1 will not go 1 difobey thee, Douglas, 

But difobey thee to prcferve thy honour. 


End of the Firjt A&. 






ACT 



A C 


t ir. 


SCENE, The Hall. \ 

* 

D o u c l a s, J peaking as be enters. 

!§EE that the traytor inftantly be (eiz’d, 

And ftridtlv watch’d : let none have accefs to him. 

O jealouiy, thou aggregate of woes ! 

Were there no hell, thy torments wou’d create one. 
But yet Ihe may be guiltlefs — -may ? (be muft. 
How beautiful (he look’d ! pernicious beauty 1 
Yet innocent, as bright, feem’d the fweet blufli 
That mantled on her cheek. But not for me. 

But not for me thofe breathing rofes blow ! 

And then (he wept — what ! can 1 bear her tears? 
Well — let her weep — her tears are for another j 
O did they fall for me, to dry their dreams. 

I’d drain the choieett blood that feeds this heart. 
Nor think the drops I fhed were half lo precious. 

( He Jlands in a muftng pojlure.) 

Enter Lord Rabv. 

R A B Y. 

Sure I miftake — Am 1 in Raby Caftle ? 
Impofiible ! that was the feat of (miles ; 

And Checrfulnefs, and Joy, were houfchold gods. 

I us’d 



I us’d to fcatter pleafurrs when I came, 

And rv’ry fervarn lhar’d his lord’s delight. 

But now Sufpicion and Dillrulb dwell here. 

Anil Dnconrent mamrains a tullrn fway. 

Where is the imilc untefign’d. the’jov al welcome. 
Which chirr’d the fad, beguil’d the pilgrim’s pain. 
And made dependency forget its bonds ? 

Wh re is the ancient, hofpitable hall, 

Whofe vaulted roof once rung with harmlefs mirth ; 
Where every palling llranger was a guell. 

And cverv gueft a friend. I fear me much. 

If onie nur nobles fcorn their rural feats, 

Their rural greatneis, and their valLls love. 
Freedom, and Fnglilh grandeur, are no more. 


Dodclas, 
My lord, you are welcome. 


( advancing ) 


R A B Y. 


Sir, I t,ruft I am ; 

But yet, methinks, I (hall not feel I’m welcome. 
Till my Elwina bids me with her fmiles : 

She was not wont with Jing’ring ftep to meet me. 
Or greet my coming with a cold embrace ; 

Now, 1 extend my longing arms in vain. 

My cnild, my darting, dues not come to fill them, 
O they were happy days when (he wou’d flv 
To meet me from the camp, or from the chace. 
And with her fondnefs overpay my toils’! 

How eager wou’d her tender hands unbrace 
The ponderous armour from my war-worn limbs. 
And pluck the helmet which oppos’d her kifs ! 


Douclas. 

P fweet delights that never mult be mine ! 

Da R a b v, 

* • i 


PERCY. 


2 d 

R a b y. 

What do I hear ? 

Douglas. 

Nothing : enquire no farther. 

R a b y. 

My lord, if you refpeft an old man’s peace. 

If e’er you doated on my much-lov’d child. 

As ’tis mod fure you made me think you did. 
Then, by the pangs which you may one day feel. 
When you, like me, {hall be a fond, fond father. 
And tremble for the treafure of your age. 

Tell me, what this alarming filence means ? 

You figh, you do not fpeak, nay more, you hear not? 
Your lab’ring foul turns inward on itfelf, 

As there were nothing but your own fad thoughts 
Deferv’d regard. Does my child live ? 

' * 

Douglas. 

She does, 

R a b y. 

To blefs her father 1 

Douglas. 

And jo curfe her hufband ! 

R a p Y. 

Ah ! have a care, my lord, I’m not fo old— 

Douglas. 
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D O ITG L A S. 

Nor I fo bafe that I fhould tamely bear it ; 

Nor am I fo inur’d to infamy. 

That I can fay without a burning blufh, 

She lives to be my curfe. 

R A B Y. 

How’s this ? 

Douglas. 

I thought 

The lily op’ning to the heav’n’s foft dews, 

Was not fo fragrant, and was not fo chafte. 

R a B Y. 

Has fhe prov’d otherwife ? I’ll not believe it. 

Who has traduc’d my fweet, my innocent, child ? 
Yet fhe’s too good to ’fcape calumnious tongues. 

1 know that Slander loves a lofty mark : 

It faw her foar a flight above her fellows. 

And hurl’d its arrow to her glorious height. 

To reach her heart, and bring her to the ground. 

Douglas. 

Had the ralh tongue of Slander fo prefum’d. 

My vengeance had not been of that flow fort. 

To need a prompter* nor Ihould any arm. 

No, not a father’s, dare difpute with mine, 

The privilege to die in her defence. 

None dares accufe Elwina, but 

R A B Y. 

But who? 

* / • .. 

Douglas. 
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Douglas. 

But Douglas. 

R A B Y. 

(puts bis band to bis fword.) 

You ? — O fpare my age’s weaknefs ! 
You do not know what 'tis to be a father. 

You do not know, or you would pity me; 

The thoui’and tender throbs, the namelcfs feelings. 
The dread to afk, and yet the with to know. 
When we adore and fear ; but wherefore fear } 
Does not the blood of Raby fill her veins ? 

D O U C L A S. 

Percy !— know’ft thou that name ? 

Raby. 

How ? what of Percy ? 
Douglas. 

He loves Elwina, and my curfes on him, 

He is belov’d again. 


Raby. 

Pm on the rack ! 


Douglas. 

t 

Not the two Theban brothers bore each other 
Such deep, fuch deadly hate, as 1 and Percy. 


Raby. 

But tell me of my child. 


Douglas. 
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Douglas (not minding him.) 

As 1 and Percy ! 

When at the marriage rites, O rites accurs’d ! 

I fciz’d her trembling hand, (he ftarted back, 

Cold horror thrill’d her veins, her tears flow’d faft. 
Fool that 1 was, I thought ’twas maiden fear. 

Dull, delating ignorance ! beneath thofe terrors. 
Hatred for me, and love for Percy lurk’d. 

R a b v. 

What proof of guilt is this ? 

. Douglas. 

E’er fince our marriage 
Our days have (fill been cold and joylefs all ; 

* Painful reftraint, and hatred ill ditguis’d, 

“ Her foie return for all my wafte of fondnefs.” 

This very morn 1 told her ’twas your will 
She (hould repair to court; with all thofe graces, 
"Which firft fubdu’d my foul, and ft ill enflave it, , 
She begg’d to flay behind in Raby Caftle, 

For courts, and cities had no charms for her., 

Curfe my blind love ! I was again enfnar’d, 

And doated on the fweetnefs which deceiv’d me. 
Juft at the hour (he thought I (hou’d be abfent, 

(For chance cou’d ne’er have tim’d their guilt fo 
well,) 

Arriv’d young Harcourt, one of Percy’s knights, 
Stri&ly enjoin’d to fpeak to none but her, 

I feiz’d the mifercant ; hitherto he’s filent. 

But tortures foon (hall force him to confefs. 

Raby. 

Percy is abfent — They have never met. 

Done* 


Digitized by Google 


24 


F 


E R C IT; 


DOUQLAS, 

At what a feeble hold you grafp for fuccour f 
Will it content me that her perfon’s pure? 

No, if her alien heart doats ofl another. 

She is unchafte were not that other Percy. 

Lee vulgar Ipirits bafely wait for proof. 

She loves another— ’us enough for Douglas. 

Ruby. 

Be patient.' 

D o tf 6 t a s. 

Be a tame convenient hufband ? 

And meanly wait for circumftantial guilt? 

No — I am nice as the firft Caefar was, 

And Hart at bare fufpicion. 

R a b y ( bolding him.) 

Douglas, hear me ; 

Thou haft nam’d a Roman hufband ; if fhe’s falfe, 
I mean to prove myfelf a Roman father. 

[Exit Douglas. 

This marriage was my work, and thus I'm punifh’d! 
Enter E i w i » a. 

»• ELWINA, 

Where is my father ? let me fly to meet him, 

O let me clafp his venerable knees. 

And die of joy in his belov’d embrace. 

R a b y ( avoiding her embrace.) 

Elwina ! 

Elwina.' 

And is that all ? fo cold ? 

RAtri 
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P E E C Y. 

, 

R a b y ( (lern.y .) 

Elwina ! 

E l w I N A. 

Then I’m undone indeed ! How ftern his looks! 

I will not be repuls’d, I am your child. 

The child of that dear mother you ador'd ; 

You {hall not throw me off, I will grow here. 
And, like the patriarch, wreille for a bleffing. 

R a b y ( holding her from him.) 

Before I take thee in thefe aged arms, 

Prefs thee with tranfport to this beating heart. 

And give a loofe to all a parent’s fondnefs, 
Anfwer, and fee thou anfwer me as truly 
As if the dread enquiry came from heav’n ’ 
Does no interior fenfe of guilt confound thee ? 
Canft thou lay all thy naked foul before me? 

Can thy unconfcious eye encounter mine? 

Canft thou endure the probe, and never fhrink ? 
Can thy firm hand meet mine and never tremble ? 
Art thou prepar’d to meet the rigid judge ? 

Or to embrace the fond, the melting father ? 

Elwina. 

Myfterious heav’n ! to what am I referv’d ? 

R A B Y. 

Shou’d fome ra(h man, regardlefs of thy famej 
And in defiance of tfiy marriage vows, 

Prefume to plead a guilty paffion for thee. 

What woud’ft thou do ? 

- Elwina. 

What honour bids me do. 

E Raby; 
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R A B Y. 

Come to my arms f {they emir ace. 

Em n ft. 

My father ! 

R A B Y. 

Yes, Elwina, 

Thou art my child — thy mother’s perfect image.' 
Elwina. 

Forgive thefe tears of mingled joy and doubt; 
For why thac queftion 3 who fhould feck to pleafe 
The defolatc Elwina ? 


Rasy. 

But if any 

Should fo prefume, can ’ft thou refolve to hate him, 
Whate’cr his name, whate’er his pride of blood, 
Whate’er bis former arrogant pretenfions l 

Elwina. 

Ha! 


R A B Y; 

Doft thou falter ? Have a care, Elwina.’ 


Elwina. 

Sir, do not fear me ; am I not your daughter ? 


R A B Y. 

Thou haft a higher claim upon thy honour j 
Thou art Earl Douglas’ Wife, 

E l- 
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Elwina ( weeps.') 

I am indeed 1 

R A B V. 

Unhappy Douglas ! 

Eiwina. 

Has he then complain’d ? 

Has he prefum’d to fully my white fame ? 

Rabv, 

He knows that Percy 

Elwina. 

Was my deftin’d hulband ; 

By your own promife, by a father’s promife, 

And by a tie more ftrong, more facred ftill. 

Mine, by the fall firm bond of mutual love. 

Rabv. 

Now, by my fears, thy hufband told me truth; 
Elwina. 

If he has told thee that thy only child 
Was forc’d, a helplefs viftim to the altar. 

Torn from his arms, who had her virgin heart. 
And forc’d to make falfe vows to one Ihe hated, 
Then I confefs that he has told thee truth. 

Rabv. 

Her words are barbed arrows in my heart, 
gut ’tis too late. ( //fide.) Thou haft appointed 
Harcourt 

To % thee here by Health in Douglas’ abfence. 

E 3 E V» 
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E L W I N A: 

No, by my life, nor knew I till this moment 
That Harcourt was return’d. Was it for this 
I taught my heart to ftruggle with its feelings ? 
Was it for this I bore my wrongs in filence ? ' 
When the fond ties of early love were broken. 
Did my weak foul break out in fond complaints ? 
Did I reproach thee ? Did I call thee cruel ? 
No— 1 endur’d it all j and weary’d heaven 
To blefs the father who deftroy’d my peace. 

Enter Messenger. 

Messenger. 

My lqrd, a knighr, Sir Hubert as- I think, 

But newly landed from the holy wars, 

Jntreats admittance. 

R A E Y. 

Let the warrior enter. 

[Exit Meffenger, 

All private interefts fink at his approach ; 

All lelfifh cares be for a moment banilh’d ! 

I’ve now no child, no kindred but my ebuntry. 

E l w i n A. 

Weak heak be ftill, for what haft thou to fear ? 
Enter Sir Huber, j. 

R a b y. 

Welcome*, thou gallant knight, Sir Hubert, 
welcome ! 


Welcome 



Welcome to Raby Caftle ! — In one word. 

Is the king fafe ? Is Paleftine fubdued ? 

Sir Huber t. 

The king is fafe, andPaleftine fubdued. 
Raby; 1 ' 

Bleft be the god of armies ! Now, Sir Hubert, 
Ey ail the faints thou’rt a right noble knight ! 

0 why was 1 too old for this crufade? 

1 think it wou’d have-made me young again, 
Cou’d I, like thee, have feen the hated Crefcent, 
Yield to the Chriftian crofs. — How now, Elwina! 
What!" cold at news which might awake the dead ! 
If there’s a drop in thy degenerate veins 

That glows not now, thou art not Raby’s daughter. 
It is religion’s caufe, the c^ufe of heav’n ! 

E L W,I N A. 

When policy afiumes religion’s name. 

And wears the fanftimonious garb of faith. 

Only to colour fraud, and ligenfe murder, 

War then is tenfold guilt. 

Raby. 

Blafpheming girl ! 

V'W.'! : 

Elwina. 

’Tis not the crofier, nor the pontiff’s robe. 

The faintly look, nor elevated eye. 

Nor Paleftine deftroy’d, nor Jordan’s banks 
Delug’d with blood of flaughter’d infidels. 

No, nor th’ extinction of the Eaftern world, 

Nor all the mad, pernicious, bigot rage 
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Of your crufades, can bribe that pow’r who fees 
The motive with the aft. O blind to think 
That cruel war can pleafe the prince of peace l 
He who erefts his altar in the heart. 

Abhors the facrifice of human blood. 

And all the falfe devotion of that zeal. 

Which maffacrcs the world he died to fave. 

R A B Y. 

O impious rage ! If thou woud’ft (hun my curfc 

No more, I charge thee. Tell me, good Sir 

Huberr, 

Say, have our arms atcbiey'd this glorious deed, 
fear toaflt,) without much Chrittian bloodshed ? 

E l w I N A. 

Now heaven fupport me ! (Afide.) 

. Sir Huber t. 

My good lord of Raby, 

Imperfeft is the fum of human glory ! 

Wou’d I cou’d tell thee that the field was won. 
Without the death of fuch illuftrious knights. 

As make the high flulh’d cheek of viftory pale, 

E l w i n 4: 

Why fhou’d I tremble thus ? (Afide.) 
Raby. 

Who have we loft ? 

Sir Huber t. 

The noble Clifford, Walfingham, and Grey, 
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Sir Harry Haftings, and the valiant Pembroke. 
All men of choiceft note. 

R a b v. 

O that my name 
Had been enroll’d in fuch a lift of heroes ! 

If I was too infirm to ferve my country, 

I might have prov’d my love by dying for her. 

Eiwniiu 

Were there no more ? 

Sir Huber t; 

But few of noble blood. 

But the brave youth who gain’d the palm of glory. 
The flower of knighthood, and the plume of war. 
Who bore his banner foremoft in the field, 

Yet conquer’d more by mercy than the fword. 
Was Percy. 

E l w x N A. 

Then he lives! ( Afidc .) 

R A B Y. 

Did he ? Did Percy ? 

O gallant boy, then Pm thy foe no more ; 

Who conquers for my country is my friend ! 

His fame (hall add new glories to a houfe. 

Where never maid was falfe, nor knight difloyal,- 

Sir Huber t. 

You do embalm him, lady, ith your tears : 
They grace the grave of glory where he lies, 

He died the death of honour. 

E t- 
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Eiwisa. 

Said’fi: thou — died ? 

Sir Hubert. 

Beneath the towers of Solyma he fell. 

' f 

E L W I N A. 

Oh! 

Sir Huber t. 

Look to the lady. 

( Eiwina faints in her father’s arms '. 
R A B Y. 

Gentle knight retire 

’Tis an infirmity of nature in her, 

She ever mourns at any tale of blood. 

She will be well anon — mean time. Sir Hubert, 
You’ll grace our caftle with your friendly fojourn. 

Sir Huber t, 

I muft return with fpeed — health to the lady. 

[Exit Hubert. 

R A B Y. 

Look up Eiwina. Shou’d her hufband come ! 
Yet Ihe revives not. 

• !• 

Enter Douglas. 

i • • • 

Douglas. 

Ha— —Eiwina fainting ? ; 

My lord, I fear you have too harfhly chid her.' 

Her 
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Her gentle nature could not brook your fternnefs. 
She wakes, fhe ftirs, lhe feels returning life. 

My love 1 ( He takes ber band ) 

E L W I N A, 

O Percy 1 

i 

Poucus. ( Starts .) 

Do my fenfes fail me ? 


Eiwina. 

My Percy, ’tis Eiwina calls. 

Douglas. 

Hell, Hell! 

R A B V. 

Retire awhile, my daughter. 


El w i n a. 

Douglas here ? 

My father and my hufband ! O for pity ? 

[Exit Eiwina , cajling a look af anguijh on both.) 

Douglas. 

Now, now confefs flhe well deferves my ven- 
geance ! 

Before my face to call upon my foe 1 
R a b y. 

Upon a foe who has no power to hurt thee,’ 
Earl Percy’s (lain. 

P PouCLAt' 
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Douglas. 

I live again. — But hold — • 
Did (he not weep ? (he did, and wept for Percy. 

If (lie laments him, he’s my rival (till, 

And not the grave can bury my refentment. 

R A B Y. 

The truly brave are (till the truly gen’rous •, 
Now, Douglas, is the time to prove thee both. 

If it be true that (lie did once love Percy, 

Thou hail no more to fear, fince he is dead. 
Rclcafe young Harcourt, let him fee Elwina, 
’Twill fervc a double purpofe, ’twill at once 
Prove Percy’s death, and thy unchang’d affedtion. 
Be gentle to my child, .and win her heart, 

By confidence, and unreproaching love. 

Douglas. 

By heav’n thou rounfel’ft well : it (hall be done. 
Go get him free, and let him have admittance 
To my Elwina’s prefence. 

K A B Y. 

Farewel, Douglas. 

Shew thou believ’d her faithful and (he’ll prove fo. 

[Exit Raby. 

Douglas. 

Northumberland is dead — that thought is peace! 
Pier heart may yet be mine, tranfporting hope ! 
Percy was gen'le, ev’n a foe av ows ir. 

And I’ll be milder than a fummer’s breeze. 

Yes, thou mod lovely, mod ador’d of women, 
I’llxopy every virtue, every grace, 

Of my blels’d rival, happier ev’n in death 
!Jd be thus lov’d, than living to be fcorn’d. 

End of Aft the Second, 
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ACT III. 

SCENE, A Garden at Raby Cajlle , with 
a Bower, 

Enter Percy and Sir Hubert. 


Sir Huber t. 

T HAT Percy lives, and is return’d in fafety. 
More joys my foul, than all the mighty conquefta 
That lun beheld, which rofe on Syria’s ruin. 

Percy. 

I’ve told thee, good Sir Hubert, by what wonder 
I was preferv’d, tho’ number’d with the flain. 

Sir Huber t. 

*T was ftrange indeed ! 

Percy. 

’Twas heav’n’s immediate work ! 
But let me now indulge a dearer joy, 

. F 2 Talk 
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Talk of a richer gift of Mercy’s hand* 

A gift fo precious to my doatmg heart. 

That life preferv’d ts but a fecond blefTing. 

0 Hubert, let my fool indulge k$ foftnefs f 
The hour, the fpot is fecred to Elwina. 

This was her fav’rite walk ; I well remember, 
fFor who forgets that loves as I have lov’d ?) 

^T was iir that very bower {he gave this fcarf. 
Wrought by the hand of love ; {he bound it on. 
And, fmiling, cried, Whate’er befal us, Percy, 

Be this the facred pledge of faith between us. 

1 knelt, and fwore, call’d every pow’r to witnefs. 
No time, no circumftance, Ihou’d force it from 

me y 

But I wou’d lofe my life and that together, 

Here I repeat my vow. 

Sir H v b e r, t. 

Is this the man 

Beneath whofe Tingle arm an hoft was crufh’d ? 

He, at whofe name the Saracen turn’d pale ? 

And when he fell, victorious armies wept. 

And mourn’d a conqueft they had bought fo dear ? 
How has he chang’d the trumpet’s martial note. 
And all the ftirring clangor of the war. 

For the foft melting, of the lover’s lute ! 

Why are thine eyes ftili bent upon the bower ? 

Pbrci. 

O Hubert, Hubert, to a foul enamour’d. 

There is a fort of local fympathy, 

Which, when we view the feenes of early pafiion. 
Paints the bright image of the objeCt lov’d. 

In ftronger colours, than remoter feenps, • 

Cou’d ever paint it, realizes {hade, 

Dreffes 
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Drefles it up in all the charms ic wore. 

Talks to it nearer, frames its aniwers kinder. 
Gives form to fancy, and embodies thought. 

Sir Huber t. 

I lhould not be believ’d in Percy’s camp. 

If I Ihou’d tell them that their gallant leader. 

The thunder of the war, the bold Northumberland, 
Renouncing Mars, diflldv’d in amorous willies, 
Loiter’d in lhades, and pin’d in rofy bowers. 

To catch a tranfient glance of two bright eyes. 

Percy. 

Enough of conqueft, and enough of war ! 
Ambition’s cloy’d 1 — the heart refumcs its rights. 
When England’s king, and England’s good re- 
quir’d. 

This arm not idly the keen falchion brandilh’d ; 
Enough— -for vaunting milbecoroes a foldier. 

I live, I am return’d — am near Elwina! 

Seed: thou thofe turrets ? Yes, that caftle holds her. 
But wherefore tell thee this ? for thou haft feen her. 
How look’d, what faid (he ? Did fhe hear the tale 
Of my imagin’d death without emotion ? 

Sir Huber t. 

Percy, thou haft feen the mufk-rofe newly 
blown, 

Difclofe its balhfui beauties to the fun. 

Till an unfriendly, chilling ftorm, defeended, 
Crulh’d all its blulbing glories in their prime. 
Bow’d its fair head, and blafted all its fweetnefs. 
So droop’d the maid, beneath the cruel weight 
Of my fad tale. 
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Percy. 

So tender and fo true ! 


Sir Hubert. 

I left her fainting in her father’s arms. 

The dying flower yet hanging on the tree. 

Ev’n Raby melted at the news 1 brought. 

And envy’d thee thy glory. 

Percy. 

Then I am bleft ! 

His hate fubdued. I’ve nothing more to fear. 

Sir Hubert. 

My embafiy difpatch’d, I left the caftle. 

Nor fpoke to any of Lord Raby’s houfehold. 

For fear the king ihould chide the tardinefs 
Of my. return. My joy to find you living. 

You have already heard. 

Percy. 

But where is Harcourt ? 

Ere this he fliou’d have l’een her, told her all. 

How I furviv’d, return’d and how I love ! 

1 tremble at the near approach of blifs. 

And fcarcely can fuftain the joy which waits me. 

Sir Huber t. 

Grant heaven the fair-one prove but half fo true ! 


Percy. 

O fhc is truth itfelf! 


Sir 
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Sir Huber t. 

She may be chang’d. 

Spite of her tears, her tainting, and alarms. 

1 know the fex, know them as nature made ’em. 
Not luch as lovers wilh, and poets feign. 

Per c y. 

To doubt her virtue were fufpefting heaven, 
’Twere little lefs than infidelity ! 

And yet I tremble. Why does terror fhake 
Thefe firm ftrung nerves ? But ’twill be ever thus. 
When fate prepares us more than mortal blifs. 
And gives us only human ftrength to bear it. 

Sir Huber t. 

What beam of brightnefs breaks thro’ yonder 
gloom ? 


Percy. 

Hubert — (he comes ! by all my hopes Ihe 
comes ! 

'Tis fhe — that blifsful vifion is Elwina! 

But ah! what mean thofe tears ? — She weeps forme! 
O tranfpori ! — go. — I’ll liften unobferved,— — 
And for a moment talle the precious joy, 

The bauquet of a tear which falls for love. 

[Exit Sir Hubert. 
[ Percy goes tnto the Bower. 
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Enter E u w i n a. 

Elvina, 

Shall I not weep, and have I then no caufe ? 
If 1 cou’d break th’ ecernal bands of death. 

And wrench the lccptre from his iron grafp 
If I cou’d bid the yawning fepulchre 
Reftore to life its long committed dull ; 

If I could teach the flaught’ring hand of war. 
To give me back my dear, my murder’d Percy, 
Then I indeed might once more ceafe to weep. 

[Percy comes out of the Bower .] 

Percy. 

Then ceafe, for Percy lives. 

Elvina. 

Proteft me hcav’n | 

Percy. 

O joy unfpeakable ! My life! my love! 

End of my toils, and crown of all my cares ! 
Kind as confenting peace, as conqueft bright. 
Dearer than armsj and lovelier than renown l 

Elvina, 

It is his voice — it is, it is my Percy 1 
And doft thou live ? 

Percy; 

I never liv’d till now. 


E t 


PERCY. 


4 i 


Elwina, 

And did my fighs, and did my farrows reach 
thee ? 

And art thou come at laft to dry my tears ? 

How did’ft thou Tcape the fury of the foe ? 

Percy. 

Thy guardian genius hover’d o’er the field. 

And turn’d the hoftile i'pear from Percy’s breaft. 
Left thy fair image (hould be wounded there. 

But Harcourt fhould have told thee all my fate. 
How I furviv’d 


Elwina. 

Alas ! I have not feen him. 

Oh! I have fuffer’d much. 

Percy. 

Of that no more; 

For every minute of our future lives, 

Shall be fo blefs’d, that we will learn to wonder. 
How we cou’d ever think we were unhappy. 

E l w 1 N A. 

Percy —I cannot fpeak. 

Percy. 

Thofe tears how eloquent ! 

I would not change this motionlefs, mute joy. 

For the fweet ftrains of angels : I look down 
With pity on the reft of human kind. 

However great may be their fame of happinefs. 
And think their niggard fate has giv’n them no- 
thing, 

G Not 
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Not giving thee ; or granting fome (mall blefling, 
Denies them my capacity to fed it. - 

E L W t N A. 

Alas ! what mean you ? 

P I R C Y. 

Can I fpeak my meaning ? 

*Tis of fuch magnitude that words would wrong it; 
Rut furely my Llwina’s faithful bofom, 

Shou’d beat in kind refponfes of delight. 

And feel, but never queftion what 1 mean. 

E l w I N A. 

Hold, hold, my heart, thou haft much more to 
fuller ! 

Percy. 

Let the flow form, and tedious ceremony 
Wait on the fplendid vidtims of ambition. 

Love (lays for none of thefe. Thy father’s foften’d, 
He will forget the fatal Cheviot Chace -, 

Raby is brave, and 1 have fcrv’d my country ; 

1 wou’d not boafl, it was for thee l conquer’d. 
Then come, my love. 

E l w I N A. 

O never, never, never. 

Percy. 

Am I awake ? Is that Elwina's voice ? 

E l w I N A. 

Percy, thou moft ador’d — and moft deceiv’d ! 

If ever fortitude fuftain’d thy foul. 


When 
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When vulgar minds have funk beneath the llroke. 

Let thy imperial fpirit now fupport thee. . 

If thou can’ll be fo wondrous merciful. 

Do not, O do not curie me ! — but thou wilr. 
Thou mud — for I have done a fearful deed, 

A deed of wild defpair, a deed of horror. 

I am, I am— 

Percy. 

Speak, fay, what art thou ? 

ElWINA; 

Married, 

Percy. 

Oh! 

E L w J N A. 

Percy, I think I begg’d thee not to curfe me j 
But now I do revoke the fond petition. 

Speak ! cafe thy burfting foul j reproach, upbraid, 
O’erwhejm me with thy wrongs— — I’Jl bear it all. 

Percy. 

Open, thot) earth, and hide me from her fight 1 
Did’ft thou not bid me curfe thee ? 

ElWINA, 

Mercy 1 mercy 1 

Percy. 

And have I fcap’d the Saracen’s fell fword. 
Only to pe-ilh by Elwina’s guilt ? 

I wou’d have bar’d my bofom to the foe, 

I WQu’d have died, had I but known you wilh’d it. 

G i Ei- 
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E L W 1 N A. 

Percy, I lov’d thee moft when moft I wrong'd 
tbee 5 

Yes, by thefe tears I did. 

Percy. 

Married ! juft heav'n ! 

Married ? to whom ? Yet wherefore ftiould I know ! 
It cannot add frefh horrors to thy crime, 

Or my deftrudtion. 

Eiwina, 

Oh ! ’twill add to both. 

How (hall I tell ? Prepare for fomething dreadful. 
Haft thou not heard of — Douglas ? 

Percy. 

Why ’tis well ! 

Thou awful power why wafte thy wrath- on me? 
Why arm omnipotence to crufh a worm ? 

I cou’d have fall’n without this wafte of ruin. 
Married to Douglas ! By my wrongs I like it ; 

’Tis perfidy compleat, ’tis finilhed falfehood, 

’I’is adding frelh perdition to' the fin, 

And filling up the meafure of offence ! 

• t ‘ ' l 

Eiwina. 

Oh ! ’rwas my father’s deed ; he made his child 
An inftrument of vengeance on thy head. 

He wept and threaten’d, footh’d me, and com^ 
manded. m ( ~ 

Percy. ■■■<.■ ,j > • . 

» v 

And you complied, moft duteoufiy complied ! 
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Elwiha. 

I cou’d withftand his fury ; but his tears. 

Ah, they undid me ! Percy doft thou know 
The cruel tyranny of tenderneis ? 

Haft thou e’er felt a father’s warm embrace ? 

Haft thou e’er l'een a father’s flowing tears. 

And known that thou cou’dft wipethofe tears away ? 
If thou haft felt, and haft refilled thefe, 

Then thou cnav’ft curie my weaknefs ; but if not. 
Thou canft not pity, for thou canft not judge. 

Percy. 

Let me not hear the mufic of thy voice. 

Or I (hall love thee ltil!, 1 (hall forget 
Thy fatal marriage, and my lavage wrongs. 

E l w I N A. 

Dofi. thou not hate me, Percy? 

Percy. 

Hate thee? Yes, 

As dying martyrs hate the righteous caufe 
Of that blefs’d Power for whom they bleed — I 
hate thee. 

(They look at each other in filent agony, 
tenter HarcOurt. 

1 I - 

H A R COURT. 

Forgive, myr lord, your faithful knight — — 
Pe-rcy. 

< - ' c — Come, Harcourt, 

Come and behold the wretch who once was Percy, 

„ «i H A R- 
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Harcourt. 

With grief I've Icarn’d the whole unhappy tale. 
Earl Douglas, whole lufpicion never fleeps — ■ 

Percy. 

What, is the tyrant jealous ? 

s 

E L W I N A. 

Hear him, Percy, 

Percy. 

I will command my rage — Go on. 

Harcourt. 

Earl Douglas 

Knew by my arms, and my accoutrements. 

That I belong’d to you j he queftion’d much, 

And much he menac'd me, but both alike 
In vain, he then arrefted and confin’d me. 

Percy. 

Arreft my knight ? The Scot (hall anfwgr it, 

Elvina. 

How c^me yon now releas’d ? 

Harcourt. 

Your noble father 

Obtain’d my freedom, having learn’d from Hubert 
The news of Percy’s death. The good old Lord, 
Hearing the king’s return, has left the Caftlc 
, 'To do him homage. 

To Percy. 

Sir, you had bed retire j 
Your fafety is endanger’d by your ftay, 
l’fear (hou’d Douglas know— 

Percy. 
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Percy. 

Shou’d Douglas know ? 

Why what new magic’s in the name of Douglas, 
That it fhou’d (trike Northumberland with fear ? 
Go, feck the haughty Scot, and tell him — no — 
Condutt me to his prefence. 

E L W I N A. 

Percy, hold ; 

Think not ’tis Douglas — ’cis — 

Percy. 

1 know it well ' 

Thou mean’ft to tell me ’tis Elwina’s hufband ; 
But that inflames me to fuperior madncfs. 

This happy hufband, this triumphant Douglas, 
Shall not infult my milery with his blifs. 

I’ll blaft {he golden promife of his joys. 

Condudt me to him — nay, I will have way 

Come let us feek this hufband, 

E l w I N A. 

Percy, hear me. 

When I was robb’d of all my peace of mind. 

My cruel fortune left me (till one bleffing. 

One folitary bleffing, to confole me ; 

It was my fame. — ’.Tis a rich jewel, Percy, 

And I muft keep it fpotlefs, and unfoil’d : 

But thou wou’dft plunder what e’en Douglas 
fpar’d. 

And rob this fingle gem of all its brightness. 

Percy. 
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Go — -thou waft born to rule the fate of Percy. 
Thou art my conqueror (till. 

■ i El w i n a - 

What noife is that ? 

(Harcourt goes to the fide of the Stage 

Percy. 

Why art thou thus alarm’d ? 

E L W I N A. 

Alas ! I feel 

The cowardice and terrors of the wicked. 
Without their ienie of guilt. 

Harcourt. s- . 

My lord, ’tis Douglas. 


E l w I N A. 

A 

Fly, Percy, and for ever ? - 

•T •' , 

Percy. 

Fly from Douglas ? 


E l w I N A. 

Then ftay, barbarian, and at once deftroy 
My life and fame. 


Percy, 


That thought is death. I go. 

My honour to thy dearer honour yields. 

E 



PERCY. 


49 


E L W I N A. 

Yet, yet thou art not gone ! 

Percy. 

Farewel* farewel ! 

{Exit Percy. 

Elwina. ■ 

I dare not meet the fearching eye of Douglas. 

I muft conceal my terrors. 

Douglas at the Side with his j word drawn, Edric 
holds him. 

D 0 U C L A S. 

Give me way. 

Edric. 

Thou (halt not enter. 

Douglas (firuggling with Edric . 

If there were no hell, 

It would defraud my vengeance of its edge, 

And he Ihould live. 

( Breaks from Edric and comes forward.) 
Curs’d chance ! he is not here. 

Elwina. (going. 

I dare not meet his fury. 

D O U O L A s. 

See (he flies 

"With ev’ry mark of guilt — Go, fearch the Bow’r, 

( Afide to Edric. 

H He 


PERCY. 


Kc fhall not thus efcape. Madam, return. (Aloud. 
Now honeft Douglas learn of her to feign. ( Afide . 
Alone, Elwma ? who juft parted hence ? 

(With offered compofure. 

Elwika. 

My lord, *twas Harcourt i fure you mull have 
met him. 

Douglas. 

O exquifite diflembler ! No one elfe ? 

E l w I N A. 

My lord ! 

Douglas. 

How I enjoy her criminal confufion 1 
You tremble, Madam. 

E l w r N A. 

Wherefore Ihou’d I tremble? 

By your permifllon Harcourt was admitted ; 
’l'was no myfterious, fecrct introdu&ion. 

Douglas. 

And yet you feem alarm’d. — If Harcourt’s pre- 
fence 

Thus agitates each nerve, makes ev’ry pulfe 
Thus wildly throb, and the warm tides of blood. 
Mount in quick rulhing tumults to your cheek j 
If friendfhip can excite fuch ftrong emotions. 
What tremors had a lover’s prefence caufed ? 

E l w I N A. 

Ungenerous man ! 


Douglas, 
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Douglas. 

— ■ I feaft upon her terrors. ( A fide. 

The (lory of his death was well contriv’d ; ( to her. 
But it affefts not me-, 1 have a wife. 

Compar’d with whom cpld Dian was unchafte. 

. . . ( Takes her hand. 

But mark me well — tho’ it concerns not you — • 

If there’s a fin more deeply black than others, 
Diftinguifti’d from the hit , of common crimes, 

A legior. in itl'elf, and doubly dear 

To the dark prince of hell, it is — hypocrify. 

(Throws her from him and Exit. 

E l w r N A. 

Yes, I will bear his fearful indignation! 

Thou melting heart be firm as adamant ; 

Ye flutter'd nerves be fining with manly force, 
That I may conquer all my lex’s weaknefs, 

Nor let this bleeding bol'om lodge one thought, 
Cherilh one wilh, or harbour one defire, 

That Angels may not hear, and Douglas know. 


End of the 'Third AEl, 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE, The Hall. 

, / 

Enter Douglas, his /word drawn and bloody 
in one band , r« the other a letter. Har court 
wounded. 

D o u'g las. 

^J^RAYTOR no more. This letter Ihews thy 
office. 

Twice haft thou robb’d me of my dear revenge. 

I took thee for thy leader. — Thy bafe blood 
Woo’d (lain the noble temper of my fword. 

But as the pander to thy matter’s luft. 

Thou juftly fall’ll by a wrong’d hulband’s hand. 

Harcourt. 

Thy wife is innocent. 

D O U C L A S. 

Take him away. 

Harcourt. 

|*ercy, revenge my fall ! 

[Guards bear Harcourt in. 

Doug- 
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Douglas. 

Now for the letter ! 

He begs once more to fee her, — lo ’tis plain 

They have already met ! — but to the reft- 

Reads , 

“ In vain you wifh me to reftore the fcarf. 

Dear pledge of love, while I have-hfe I’ll wear it, 
'Tis next my heart ; no pow’r fhall force it thence. 
Whene’er you fee it in another’s hand 
Conclude me dead.” — My curfes on them both ! 
How tamely 1 perufe my (hame ! But thus. 

Thus, let me tear the guilty characters 
Which regifter my infamy. And thus. 

Thus wou’d I fcatter to the winds of heav’n. 

The vile complotte'rs of my foul difhonour. 

[Tears the letter in the utmojl agitation. 

Enter E d r i c, 

E p r i c. 

My lord « 

Douglas. 

( In the utmeft fury , not feeing Edric.) 

The fcarf! 

Edric. 

Lord Douglas. 

Douglas. 

(ftill not bearing him.) 
Yes, the fcarf! 

Percy, I thank thee for the glorious thought ! 

I’ll cherifh it; ’twill' fweeten all my pangs, 

And add a higher relifh to revenge ! 

Edric. 
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My lord ! 

Douglas, 

How, Edric here ? 

' Edric. 

What new diftrefs? 

Douglas. 

Doft thou expeft I Ihou’d recount my fhame ? 
Dwell on each circumitance of my difgrace. 

And fwell my infamy into a tale? 

Rage will not let me — But — my wife is falfe. 

Edric. 

Art thou convin’d ? 


Douglas. 

The chronicles of hell 
Cannot produce a falfer. — But what news 
Of her curs’d paramour ? 

Edric. 

He has efcap’d. 


Douglas. 

Haft thou examin’d ev’ry avenue ? 

Each fpot ? The grove? the bower, her fav’rUe 
haunt ? 


Edric. 

I’ve fearch’d them all, 


POVQ. 
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Douglas. 

He (hall be yet purfu’d. 

Set guards at every gate. — Let none depart, 

Or gain admittance here without my knowledge. 

E d r i c. 

What can their purpofe be ? 

Douglas. 

Is it not clear ? 

Harcourt has rais’d his arm again!! my life ? 

He fail’d ; the blow is now relerv’d for Percy ; 
Then with his fword frefh reeking from my heart. 
He’ll revel with that wanton o’er my tomb; 

Nor will he bring her ought fhe’ll hold fo d-ar. 
As the curs’d hand with which he flew her hufband. 
But he (hall die ! I’ll drown my rage in blood, 
Which I will offer as a rich libation. 

On thy infernal altar, black Revenge ? 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE changes to the Garden. 

Enter E l w i n a. 

E L W I N A. 

Each avenue Is fo befet with guards. 

Ana lynx-ey’d Jealoufy fo broad awake. 

He cannot pafs unfeen. Prated him heav’n ! 

Enter B i r t h a. 

My Birtha, is he fafe ? Has he efcap’d ! 
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I know not. I difpatch’d young Harcourt to him. 
To bid him quit the Caftle, as you order’d, 
Reftore the fcarf, and never fee you more. 

But how the hard injunftion was receiv’d. 

Or what has happen’d fince, I’m yet to learn. 

E l w I N A. 

O when (hall I be eas’d of all my cares. 

And in the quiet bolom of the grave 

Lay down this weary head ? I’m fick at heart ! 

Shou’d Douglas intercept his flight ? 

Birtha. 

Be calm ; 

Douglas this very moment left the Caftle, 

With feeming peace, 

Elwina. 

Ah, then indeed there’s danger ! 
Birtha, whene’er Sufpicion feigns to fleep, 

Tis but to make its carclefs prey fecure. 

Birtha. 

Shou’d Percy once again entreat to fee thee, 
’Twere beft admit him ; from thy lips alone. 

He will fubmit to hear his Anal doom, 

Of everlafting exile. 

EtWISA. 

Birtha, no : 

If honour wou’d allow the wife of Douglas 
To meet his rival, yet I durft not do it; 

Percy ! too much this rebel heart is thine : 


Too 
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Too deeply Ihould I feel each pang I gavej 
I cannot hate— but I will banilh thee. 

Inexorable duty, O forgive, 

If 1 can do no more ! . , 

■ ■ is! 

Birtha. 

If he remains, 

As I fufpeft,- within the caftle walls, 

’Twcre belt I fought him out. 

4 • • *"*'•* ' • f • * • ; • • , 

Elwina. 

* • -- ;j 1 • : t -1 - . . J 

Then tell him, Birtha, 

But Oh 1 with gentlenefs, with mercy tell him. 
That we muft never, never meet again. 

The purport of thy tale muftibe fevere. 

But let thy tendernefs embalm the wound 
My virtue givesi O foften his defpair * 

But fay-^we meet no mature. 

\ i* 

Entir P ■% * g V. 

RaQi man, he’s here ! 

( She attempts to go, be feizes her band.) 

* ‘ ■ i J i ! ay ] i ' . x 

Percy, 

I will be heard } nay, fly not ; I will fpeak } 
Loft as; I am. I will not be denied 
The mournful confolation to complain. 

Elf Jit yu 

Percy, I charge thee, leave me, - * t 

. i 
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Percy.’ T 

Tyrant, not 

I blulh at my obedience, bluih to think 
I left thee here alone, to brave the danger ‘ - l 
I now return to fhare. ' 

E l w i w A. 

. r r * 

That danger’s paft : w 

Douglas was foon appeas’d ; he nothing knows. * 
Then leave me, I conjure thee, nor again 
Endanger my repofe. Yet, e’er thou goeft, 
Reftore the fcarf. ! 

Percy. . , . 

r Unkind Elwina, never; j 

’Tis all that’s left me of my buried joys, ; 

All, which reminds, me that Ponce was happy. \ 
My letter told thee I wou’d ne'er reftore it. 


■E t w i n a. i 
Letter ? what letter ? 

•:..V.vA a-V'vi AV) 

.That l^fent by Harcourt. 

« J'-'; T ,• Ex Wli ft vu : !. I 

Which I have'fte’fcf feci^v’d. Douglas perhaps— 
Who knows ? !v v‘ ;iC o; b.’nc-^iniuor.; ?riT 


R l ft T IS -A.’^ 

Harcourt; ^ludeKis-watchfulnefs, [ 
Might prudently retire. 
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Elwina: 

; . Grant heav’n it prove fo ! 

{Elwina goings Percy bolds her.) 

Percy. 

Hear me, Elwina, the mod favage honour 
Forbids not that poor grace. 

Elwina. 

It bids me fly thee. 

' . ....... . Percy. 

Then e’er thou go’fl, if we indeed muftpart. 
To footh the horrors of eternal exile. 

Say but— thou picy’ft me ! 

Elwina ( weeps.) 

O Percy — pity thee ! 

Imperious honour ; — furely I may pity him. 

Yet, wherefore pity ? no, I envy thee : 

For thou haft (till the liberty to weep. 

In thee ’twill be no crime j thy tears are guiltlefs. 
For they infringe no duty, (tain no honour. 

And blot no vow : but mine are criminal. 

Are drops of fhame which wafh the cheek of guilt. 
And every tear I (hed diftionours Douglas. 

Percy. 

I fwear my jealous love e’en grudges thee 
Thy fad pre-eminence in wretchednels. 


I 2 
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Eiwik*. 

Roufe, roufe, my flumb’ring virtue ! Percy hear 
me. 

Heav’n, when it gives fuch high-wrought fouls as 
thine, 

Still gives as great occafions to exert them. 

If thou waft form’d fo noble, great, and gen’rous, 
’Twas to furmount the paftions which enflavc 
The grofs of humankind — Then think, O think. 
She, whom thou once didft love, is now another’s. 

Percy. 

Go on — and tell me that thatother’s Douglas. 
Eiwina. 

Whate’er his name, he claims refpedfc from me : 
His honour’s in my keeping, and 1 hold 
The truft fo pure, its landtity is hurt, 
tv’n by thy pretence. 

Percy. 

Thou again haft conquer’d. 
Celeftial Virtue, like the anuel-fpirit, 

Whofe flaming fword defended Paradife, 

Stands guard on ev’ry charm. — Llwina, yes, 

To triumph over Douglas, we’ll be virtuous. 

Elwina, 

’Tis not enough to be, — we mult appear fo: 
Great fouls difdain the fhadow of offence,' 

Nor mutt, their whicenets wear the ftain of guilt. 


Per- 
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Percy. 

I fhall retraft— I dare not gaze upon thee ; 
My feeble virtue flaggers, and again 
The fiends of jealoufy torment and haunt me. 
They tear my heart firings. Oh! 

Elvina. 

No more } 

But fpare my injur’d honour the affront 
To vindicate itielf. 


Percy. 

But love! 

* 

t 

Elvina. 

But glory! 

Percy. 

Enough 1 a ray of thy fublimer fpirir. 

Has warm’d my dying honour to a flame ! 

One effort and ’tis done. The world fhall fay, 
When they fhall (peak of my difaftrous love, 

Percy deferv’d Elwina though he loft her. 

Fond tears blind me not yet ! a little longer. 

Let my fad eyes a little longer gaze. 

And leave their laft beams here. 

Elvina. ( turns from bimi 

I do not weep. 

Percy. 

Not weep ? Then why thofeeyes avoiding mine ? 

And 
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And why that, broken voice? thofe trembling 
accents ? ; 

Thac figh which rends my foul ? 

Elvina 

No more, no more. 

Percy. 

That pang decides it. Come — I’ll die at once ; 
Thou pow’r fupreme ! take all the length of days. 
And all the bleffings kept in (lore for me. 

And add to her account. — Yet turn once more. 
One little look, one lad, Ihort glimpfe of day. 
And then a long, dark night. — Hold, hold my 
heart, 

0 break not yer, while I behold her fweetnefs ; 
Tor after this dear, mournful, tender moment,. 

1 lhall have nothing more to do with life. 

E l w 1 N A. 

I do conjure thee go. 

Percy. 

* ris terrible to nature ! 
With pangs like thefe the foul and body part ! 
And thus, but Oh, with far lefs agony, 

The poor departing wretch dill grafps at being. 
Thus clings to life, thus dreads the dark unknown. 
Thus druggies to the lad to keep his hold ; 

And when the dire convulfive groan of death 
Diflodges the fad fpirit — thus it days 
And fondly hovers o’er the form it lov’d. 

Once, and no more-r— farewel, fafeftel ! * 

Elr 
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Elvina. 

. ’ , Forever! 

(They look at each other for fame time, then 

Itixit Percy. 

After a paufe , 

>Tis paft — the conflift’s pad | retire my Birtha, 

I wou’d addrefs me to the throne of grace. 

r 

Birtha. 

. » : - t ■ j J ■ > 

May heav’n reftore that peace thy bofom wants ? 

[ Exit Birtha. 

V- EJ.WINA. 

L 1 \ts t . : > (kneels. 

Look down, thouawful, heart- infpe&ing judge. 
Look down, with mercy* on. thy erring creature, 
And teach my foul jthcjojvlinefs it needs! 

And if fome fad remains pf human weaknefs, 
Shou’d fometimes mingle with my beft'refolves, - 
O breathe thy fpirit op this Wayward heart. 

And teach me, to repent th’ intruding fin. 

In its firft bir'th'bf thought ! 

( Noife without..) 

* " \#hat noife is that ? 

The clafh of fwords ! Should Douglas be return’d ? 

LwrtiViii-A ,d.i • ;-.A« • . : 

Enier Douolas and Percy fighting. 

1. .1 o u o .1 

Douglas. 

Not till this good right arm 
Shall fail its mafter. ' ; 

Douc- 
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P E R C ' Y. 


Douglas. 

This to thy heart then. 

Percy* 

Defend thy own, 

(They fight. Percy difarms Douglas.) 
Douglas. 

Confufion, death, and hell ! 

Edric. (Without 
This way I heard the noife. 

( Enter Edric and many Knights and Guards 
from every fart of the Stage.) 

Percy. 

Curs’d treachery 5 
But dearly will I fell my life. 

D o v o L A S. 

Seize on him. 

' - 1 • T, , . f , . , 

Percy. 

I’m taken in the toils. f T 

(Percy is furrounded by Guards , who take his fword .- 

Douglas. 

S' 4 

In the curs’d fnare 

Thou laid’ft for me, traytoi*, thy fclf art caught. 

_ ' cr 

E l w i n A. 

He never fought thy life. ' * . 

Douglas; 
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Douglas. 

Aduhrci’s, peace. 

The villain Harcourt too— -buc he’s at reft. 
Percy. 

, Douglas, I’m in thy pew’r; but do not triumph, 
Percy’s betray'd, not conquer’d. Come, difpatch me. 

Eltisa. (to Douglas. 

O do not, do not kill him ! 

Percy. 

Madam; forbenr; . 

For by the glorious fhades of my great fathers. 
Their godlike fpirit is not fo cxiimft, 

That I fhould owe my life to that vile Scot. 

Tho’ dangers clofe me round on every fide. 

And death befets me — I am Percy {till. 

D 0 U C L A S. 

Sorcerefs; I’ll difappoint thee — he fh all die*. 

Thy minior. (hall expire before thy face. 

That I may feaft my hatred with your pangs. 

And make his dying groans; and thy fond tears, • 
A banquet for my vengeance. 

EtWINA. 

Savage tyrant !. 

I wou’J have fallen a filent facrifice, 

So thou had’lt lpar’d my fame.— 1 never wrong’d 
thee. 

Percy. 

She knew not of my coming ; — 1 alone. 

Have been to blame — Spite of her interdiction, 

I hither came. She’s pure as fpotlels faints. 

K 
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E L W I N A. 

I will not be excus’d by Percy’s crime ; 

So white my innocence it does not afk 
The (hade of others’ faults to fet it off; 

Nor (hall he need to fully his fair fame. 

To throw a brighter luftre round my virtue. 

Douglas. 

Yet he can only die — but death for honour! 

Ye pow’rs of hell, who take malignant joy. 

In human bloodthed, give me lome dire means. 
Wild as my hate, and defperate as my wrongs! 

Percy. 

Enough of words. Thou know’ll I hate thee, 
Douglas ; 

'Tis ftedfad, fix’d, hereditary hate. 

As thine for me-, our fathers did bequeath it. 

As part of our unalienable birthright. 

Which nought but death can end. — Come, end it 
here. 

E l w i n a. ( kneels .) 

Hold, Douglas, hold 1 — not for myfelf I kneel, 
I do not plead for Percy, but for thee: 

Arm not thy hand againft thy future peace. 

Spare thy brave bread the tortures of remorfe, — 
Stain not a life of unpolluted honour. 

For oh 1 as furely as thou (trik’ft at Percy, 

Thou wilt for ever dab the fame of Douglas. 

Percy. 

Finifti the bloody work. 

Douglas. 
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Douglas. 

Then take thy will). 

Percy. 

Why doft thou dart ? 

Percy bears bis bcfom, Douglas advances to 
flab bim, and dj 'covers tbe Scarf. 

Douglas. 

Her fcarf upon his bread ! 

The blading fight converts me into done •, 

Withers my powers like cowardice, or age. 
Curdles the blood within my fhiv’ring veins, 

And palfies my bold arm. 

Percy. ( ironically to tbe Knights ) 

Hear you, his friends ! 

Bear witnefs to the glorious, great exploit. 

Record it in the annals of his race. 

That Douglas the renown’d— the valiant Douglas, 
Fenc’d round with guards, and fafc in his own 
cadie, 

Surpris’d a knight unarm’d, and bravely flew him. 

Douglas, (throwing away bis dagger. 

’Tis true — I am the very dain of knighthood. 
How is my glory dimm’d 1 

E l w 1 N A. 

It blazes brighter ! 

Douglas was only brave — he now is gen’rous ! 

K 2 Percy. 
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Percy. 

This aftion has reftor’d thee to thy rank, 

And makes thee worthy to contend with Percy. 

Douglas. 

Thy joy will be as Ihort as ’tis infulting. 

( to Elwina ) 

And thou, imperious boy, reftrain thy boafting. 
Thou haft fav’d my honour, not remov’d my hate, 
For my foul loaths thee for the obligation. 

Give him his fword. 

Percy. 

Now thou’rt a noble foe, 

And in the field of honour I will meet thee, 

As knight encountring knight. 

Elwina. 

Stay, Percy, ftay, 

Strike at the wretched caufe of all, ftrike here. 
Here Iheathe thy thirfty fword, but fpare my- 
hufband. 

Douglas. 

' Turn, Madam, and addrefs thofe vows to me, 
To fpare the precious life of him you love. 

Ev’n now you triumph in the death of Douglas, 
Now your loofe fancy kindles at the thought. 

And wildly rioting in lawlefs hope, 

Indulges the adultery of the mind. 

But I’ll defeat that wiih— Guards bear her in. 

Nay, do not ftruggle. (She is borr.e in. 




Percy. 
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Percy. 

Let our deaths fuffice, 

And rev’rence virtue in that form inlhrin’d. 

Douglas. 

Provoke my rage no farther. — I have kindled 
The burning torch of never-dying vengeance 
At Love’s expiring lamp. — But mark me, friends. 
If Percy’s happier genius (hou’d prevail. 

And i fhou’d fall, give him fafe conduct hence. 

Be all obfervance paid him. — Go, I follow thee. 

( Afide to Edric. 

Within I’ve fomething for thy private ear. 
Percy. 

Now (hall this mutual fury be appeas’d ! 

Thefe eager hands fhall foon be drench’d in 
flaughter ! 

Yes — like two familh’d vultures fnuffing blood. 
And panting to deftroy, we’ll rulh to combat 5 
Yet I’ve the deepeft, deadiieft caufe of hate, 

I am but Percy, thou’rt — Elwina’s hufband. 


End of the Fourth Adi. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE, Elwinas Apartment. 


Eiwina. 

^ I ^HOU who in judgment dill remember’d 
mercy. 

Look down upon my woes, preferve my hufband. 
Preierve my hufband ! Ah, I dare not afk it ; 

My very pray’rs may pull down ruin on me! 

If Douglas (hon’d furvive, what then becomes 
Of — him — I dare not name ? And if he conquers 
I’ve flain my hufband. Agonizing date ! 

When 1 can neither hope, nor think, nor pray. 
But guilt involves me. Sure to know the word. 
Cannot exceed the torture of fufpenfe. 

When each event is big with equal horror, 

( Looks out. 

What no one yet ? This folitude is dreadful ! 

My horrors multiply ! 

Enter Birtha. 

Thou meffenger of woe ! 

Birtha. 


Of woe indeed ! 


El- 
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E L W I N A. 

How, is my hulband dead ? 

Oh fpeak. 

Birtha, 

Your hulband lives. 

Eiwina.' 

Then-farewel Percy ! 

He was the tendered, trued ! — Blefs him heav’n. 
With crowns of glory, and immortal joys 1 

Birtha. 

Still are you wrong; the combat is not over. 
Stay, flowing tears, and give me leave to fpeak. 

E L W I N A. 

Thou fay’d that Percy and my hufband live: 
Then why this forrow ? 

Birtha. 

What a talk is mine ? 

EtWIKA. 

Thou talk’d as if I were a child in grief. 

And fcarce acquainted with calamity. 

Speak out, unfold thy tale whate’er it be. 

For I am fo familiar with affliftion. 

It cannot come in any fhape will fhock me. 

Birtha. 

How (hall I fpeak? Thy hufband 

i 

Elwina. 

What of Douglas ? 

B i R- 
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, B I R T H A. 

"When all was ready for the fatal combat. 

He call’d his chofen knights, then drew his fword* 
And on it made them fwear a folemn oath, 
Confirm’d by ev’ry rite religion bids, 

That they wou’d fee perform’d his laft requeft. 

Be it whate’cr it wpu’d. Alas I they fwore. 

E L W IN A. 

What did the dreadful preparation mean ? 

B I R T H A. 

Then to their hands he gave a poifon’d cup, 
Compounded of the deadlieft herbs, and drugs j 
Take this, faid he, it is a hulband’s legacy, 
Percy may conquer — and — I have a wife ! 

If Douglas falls, Elwina muft not live. 

Elwina. 

Spirit of Herod ! Why ’iwas greatly thought! 
'Twas worthy of the bofom which conceiv’d it ! 
Yet ’twas too merciful to be his own. 

Yes, Douglas, yes, my hufband. I’ll obey thee, 
And blefs thy genius which has found, the means 
To reconcile thy vengeance with my peace, 

The deadly means to make obedience pleafant. 

B t R T H A. 

O fpare, for pity fpare my bleeding heart ! 
Inhuman to the Jaft. Unnatural! poifon ! 

Elwina. 

My gentle friend, what is there in a name ? 

The means are little where the end is kind. 

If it difturb thee do not call it poifon , 

Call it the fweet oblivion of my cares. 

My balm of woe, my cordial of affli&ion, 

The 
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The drop of mercy to my fainting foul. 

My kind difmiflion from a world of forrow. 

My cup of blifs, my paffporc to the (kies. 

Bietha. 

Hark ! what alarm is that ? 

ElWINA. 

The combat’s over ! 

Birtha goes cut. 

( Elwina ftands in a fix'd attitude, her hands clafp’d. 
Now gracious heav’n fuftain me in the trial, 

And bow my fpiric to thy great decrees ! 

, Re-enter Birtha, 

(Elwina looks ftedfioftly at her without J peaking . 

Birtha. 

Douglas is fall’n. 

Elwina. 

Bring me the poifon. 

Birtha. 

Never. 

Elwina. 

‘ 1 

Where are the knights ? I fummon you — ap«/ 
proach ! 

Draw near ye awful minifters of fate. 

Dire inftruments of poflhumoUs revenge ! 

Come — I am ready j bqt your tardy juftice 
Defrauds the injur'd dead. — Go, hafte, my friend. 
See that the caftle be fecurcly guarded, . , .. 
Lct ev’ry gate be hair’d — prevent' his entrance. 

L Birtha. 
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• Birtha. 

Whofe' entrance ? 

E L W 1 N A. 

His — the murderer of my hufband. 
Birtha. 

He’s fingle, we have hofts of friends. 


E l w I N A. 

No matter; 

Who knows whatlove and madnefs may attempt ? 
But here I fwear by all that binds thee good, 

N= ver to fee him more. — Unhappy Douglas ! 

O if thy troubled fpirit (till is confcious 
Of our pad woes, look down and hear me fwear. 
That when the legacy thy rage bequeathed me. 
Works at my heart and conquers ftruggling nature, 
Ev’n in that agony I’ll ftill be faithful. 

She who cou’d never love, lhall yet obey thee, . 
Weep thy hard fate, and die to prove her truth. 


Birtha. 

O unexampled virtue ! 

(a ttcife without. 

Elwina, 

Heard you nothing ? 

By all my fears th’ infulting conqueror comes. 

0 fave me, (hield me! .1, 5 : . 

Enter s.^ \ v: . ;. 

Hcav’o, and ea,rt{i, .n&fcufband ! 
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Of him thou haft' wrong’d, Adulcerefs, *//J thy 
huftiand. 

Eiwisa (kneels.) 

Bled be the fountain of eternal mercy. 

This load of guilt is fpar’d me ! Douglas lives ! 
Perhaps both live ! ( to Birtba) Cou’d 1 be lure of 
that, 

The poifon were fuperfluous, joy wou’d kill me. 
Douglas. 

Be honeft now, for once, and curfe thy ftars •, 
Curie thy detefted fate which brings thee back. 

A hated hulband, when thy guilty foul 

Reveil’d in fond, imaginary joys 

With my too happy rival; when thou dew’d. 

To gratify, impatient, boundlcfs pailion. 

And join adulterous lull to bloody murder; 

Then to reverie the fcene ! polluted woman ! 

Mine is the tranfport now, and thine the pang. 

E L W I N A; 

Whence fprung the falfe report that thou had’ft 
fall’n ? 

Douglas. • - , 

To give thy guilty bread a deeper wound. 

To add a deadlier fling to disappointment, 

1 rais’d it — I contriv’d — I fent it thee, 

El w i n a. 

Thou feed me bold but bold in confcious virtue, 
—-That my lad foul may not be ftain’d with blood. 
That l mav fpend my few (hort hours in peace. 
And die in holy hope of hetvVs forgivenefs, 
Reljeve the terrors of mv lab’ring bread. 

Say I am clear of murder — fay he lives. 

Say but that little word that Percy lives, 

E % And 
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And Alps, and Oceans (hall divide us evejr, 

As far as umverfal fpace can part us. 

D 0 u c l a s. 

Canft thou renounce him ? 

E l w 1 N A 
Tell me that he lives. 

And thou (halt be the ruler of my fate. 

For ever hide me in a convent’s gloom. 

From cheerful day light, and the haunts of men, 
"Where fad aufterity, and ceafelefs pray’r. 

Shall lhare my uncomplaining day between them, 

I 

Douglas. 

0 hypocrife 1 now vengeance to thy office. 

1 had forgot — Percy commends him to thee. 

And by my hand 

E L w 1 N A, 

Flow — by thy hand ? 

D o u c l a s. 

Has lent thee, 

^This precious pledge of love. 

(He gives her Percy’s Scarf ) 

ft 

Elwika. 

Then Percy’s dead 1 

? D o p G l a s. 

He is. — O great revenge, thou now art mine ! 
See how convulfive forrow rends her frame ! 

This, this is tranfport ^injur'd honour, now. 
Receives its vaft, its ample retribution. 

Shefhcds no tears, her grief’s too highly.wrought •, 
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'Tis fpeechlefs agony.-— She muft not faint — 

She (hall not ’i'cape her portion of the pain. 

No ! file {hail feel the fulnefs of diftrefs. 

And wake to keen perception of her lofs. 

Birtha, 

Monfter ! Barbarian ! leave her to her forrows. 

Elwina, (In a low broken voice.) 
Douglas — think not I faint, becaufe thou fee’ll 
The pale and bloodlefs cheek of wan defpair. 

Fail me not yet, my fpirits ; thou cold heart, 
Cherifii thy freezing current one fliort moment. 
And bear thy mighty load a little longer. 

t Douglas. 

Percy, I muft avow it, bravely fought,— 

Died as a hero ftjou’d i— but, as he fell, 

Hear it, food wanton, call’d upon thy name. 

And his laft guilty breath figh’d out — Elwina I 
Come — give a loofe to r3ge, and feed my foul 
With wild complaints, and vyomanifti upbraidings. 

Elwina. (In a low folemn voice.) , 

No : « 

The farrow’s weak that waftes itfelf in words. 
Mine is fubftantial anguilh— deep, not loud j 

I do not rave. Releniment’s the return 

Of common fouls for common injuries. 

Lightgricf is prpudof ftate, and courts compafiion ; 
But there’s a dignity in curelels forrow, 

A fullen grandeur which difdains complaint. 

Rage is for little wrongs — Defpair is dumb. 

\JLxmnt Elwina and Birtha. 
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Douglas. 

Why this is well ! — her fenfe of woe is ftrong ! 
The Iharp, keen tooth of gnawing Grief devours 
her, — 

Feeds on her heart, and pays me back my pangs. 
Since I muft perifh, ’twill be glorious ruin ; 

1 fall not fingly, but, like fome proud tower. 

I’ll crulh lurrounding objects in the wreck. 

And make the devallacion wide and dreadfuj. , 

Enter Ruby, 

« • ' » • ' • • i < 

R A B V. 

O whither fhall a wretched father turn ? 

Where fly for comfo/t ? Douglas, art thou here? 

I do not a 11c for comfort at thy hands. 

I’d but one little cafket, where 1 lodg’d 
My precious hoard of wealth, and, like an ideot, 

1 gave my treafure to another’s keeping, 

Who threw away the gem, nor knew its value. 

But left the plunder’d owner quite a beggar. 

Douglas, 

What ! art thou come to fee thy race dishonour'd ? 
And thy bright fun of glory fet in blood ? 

I wou’d have fpar’d thy virtues, and thy age. 

The knowledge of her infamy. 

R a b y. 

'Tis falfe. 

Had fhe been bafe, this fwprd had drank her blood. 
■ Douclas, 

Ha ! doll thou vindicate the wanton ? 


R a b y. 
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R A B Y. 


Wanton ? 

Thou haft defam’d a noble lady’s honour — 

My fpotlefs child — in me behold her champion : 
The ftrength of Hercules' will nerve this arm. 
When lifted in defence of innocence. 

The daughter’s virtue for the father’s Ihield, 

Will make old Raby ftill invincible. 

( Offers to draw. 

D o u c l a s. 

Forbear. 

R A b y . 1 

' » " t ■ • . r 

Thou doft difdaln my feeble arm. 

And fcorn my age. 

I.... ..j. 1 + •• 

Douglas. 

•, * 1 

There will be blood enough ; 

Nor need thy wither’d veins, old lord, be drain’d. 
To fwell the copious ftream. 

R A B Y. 

Thou wilt not kill her ? 

Douglas. 

Oh, *tis a day of horror ! 


Enter Edric and B i r t h a. 


Edric. 

Where is Douglas ? 

I come to fave him from the deadlieft crime 
Revenge did ever meditate. 

Douglas. 

■ - . What mean’ll thou ? 

_ Edric. 



ijjjfe*' E R C Y. 

Eurnc. 

This inllant fly, and lave chy guiltlef$ wife. 

• Douglas.. 

Save that perfidious- — ? 

E d r i c. 

That much injur’d woman; 


B r R T H A. 

Unfortunate indeed, but O molt innocent! 

E d r i c. 

In the laft folemn article of death. 

That truth-compelling ftate, when ev’n bad men 
Fear to fpeak falfly, Percy clear’d her fame. 

Douglas. 

I heard him — ’T was the guilty fraud of love. 
The fcarf, the fcarf ! that proof of mutual paffion, 
Giv’n but this day, to ratify their crimes ! 


B I R T H A. 

What means my lord ? This day ? that fatal fcarf 
Was giv’n long fince, a toy of childifli friendfhip 5 
Long e’er your marriage, e’er you knew Elwina. 

R A B y. 

’Tis I am guilty. 

Douglas.' 

Ha! 

R A B Y. 

I, — I alone. 

Confufion, honour, pride, parental fondncfs 

Dif- 
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Diftraft my fool. Percy was not to blame. 

He was — the deftin’d hufband of Elwina ! 

He lov’d her — was belov’d, — and l approv’d. 

The tale is long. 1 chang’d my purpofe fince, 

Forbad their marriage. 

Douglas. 

And confirm’d my mis’ry ! 

Twice did they meet to day — my wife and Percy. 

R A B Y. 

I know it. 

Douglas. 

Ha ! thou knew’ft of my dishonour? 
Thou was a witnefs, an approving witnefs. 

At lead a tame one! 

R A B Y. 

Percy came, ’tis true, 

A conftant, tender, but a guildefs lover. 

D O U C L A S. 

I (hall grow mad indeed ! a guildefs lover ! 
Percy, the guildefs lover of my wife ! 

R A B Y. 

He knew not die was married. 

Douglas. 

How ? is’t poflible ? 

R A B Y. 

Douglas, ’tis true ; both, both were innocent : 
He, of her m.arriage, (he, of his return. 

Birtha. 

But now, when we believ’d thee dead, fhe vow’d 
M Never 



PERCY. 


87 


O thou Eternal ! take him to thy mercy. 
Nor let this fin be on his head, or mine ! 


Raby, 

I have undone you all — the crime is mine ! 
O thou poor injur’d faint, forgive thy father. 
He kneels to his wrong’d child. 


E l w 1 N A. 

Now you are cruel. 

Come near, my father, nearer — 1 wou’d fee you. 
But mifts and darkncls cloud my failing fight. 

O Death ! lufpend thy rights for one Ihort moment, 
’Till I have ta’en a father’s laft embrace— 

A father’s blefling. — Once — and now ’tis over. 
Receive me to thy mercy — gracious heaven. 

She dies. 


Raby. 

She’s gone ! for ever gone ! Cold, dead and cold. 

Am I a father ? Fathers love their children 

I murder mine ! With impious pride I fnatcli’d 
The bolt of vengeance from the hand of heav’n. 
My punilhment is great— but Oh 1 ’tis juft. 

My foul fubmilfive bows. A righteous God 
Has made my crime become my chaftifement ! 


End of the Fifth Aft. 
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